THE  TRAIN
sobbing and groaning. Tears trickled between his fingers
and ran on to his sleeve, he caught them with trembling
lips, swallowed them and choked on them.
Still Danilov said nothing, but sat very erect, pale,
a cold look of anger in his eyes. Then, seeing that the
doctor was getting no calmer he went out into the corri-
dor and called Sister Faina, who brought bromide and a
sleeping dose. Between them, they forced the doctor to
take them, and stayed by him until sleep overcame him.
Then they left. As she went out, Faina burst into tears.
"I would give anything,35 she sobbed, "to be able to
comfort him."
"And I," said Danilov, "I'd like to kill one of them
with my own hands right now, one of those swine that
are doing this to us."
That night the train loaded up with wounded. They
did not waken Dr Belov. Danilov announced that the
train Commandant was ill, and he and Suprugov signed
for the patients. But in the morning he went to the
Commandant and reported that No. 20—in coach six—
a trifling foot wound and concussion—was impossibly
capricious. He was demanding the doctor every five
minutes, insisting on having a complete bath, giving his
neighbours no peace, and they did not know what to do
with him; it would be a good thing if the Commandant
himself could come. ...
There was only one thing the doctor understood out
of all that Danilov said—that he must go somewhere,
He put on his overall, and began to go the rounds.
He went from compartment to compartment with
uncertain steps, and looked intently into the face of
every man, as though trying to find something that it
was urgently necessary to discover. Sister Faina and
Sister Smirnova followed him, Smirnova handing him
the case books. The doctor took them and read them
with the same look of intense earnestness. Sometimes
the diagnosis was not sufficient for him, then he stopped
and read the whole case history.
He was afraid of misreading something, and doing the

